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" Well, we all are, Mrs, Bicket."
" Beg pardon ? "
" In the air—don't you think ? But you didn't come to
tell me that ? "
" No, sir."
A slight flush in those sallow cheeks, fingers concerned
with the tips of the worn gloves, lips uncertain; but the
eyes steady—really an uncommon girl!
" You remember givin' me a note to Mr. Greene, sir ? "
"I do ; and I've seen the result; it's topping, Mrs.
Bicket."
" Yes. But it's got into the papers—my husband saw it
there last night; and of course, he doesn't know about me."
Phew !    For what had he let this girl in ?
" I've made a lot of money at it, sir—almost enough for
our passage to Australia ; but now I'm frightened. ' Isn't
it like you ? ' he said to me. I tore the paper up, but
suppose he remembers the name of the Gallery and goes to
see the picture ! That's even much more like me I He
might go on to Mr. Greene. So would you mind, sir,
speaking to Mr. Greene, and beggin' him to say it was some
one else, in case Tony did go ? "
" Not a bit," said Michael. " But do you think Bicket
would mind so very much, considering what it's done for
you ? It can be quite a respectable profession."
Victorine's hands moved up to her breast.
" Yes," she said, simply. " I have been quite respectable.
And I only did it because we do so want to get away, and I
couldn't bear seein' him standin' in the gutter there sellin'
those balloons in the fogs. But I'm ever so scared, sir, now."
Michael stared.
" My God ! " he said ;  " money's an evil thing ! "
Victorine smiled faintly.    " The want of it is, I know."
" How much more do you need, Mrs. Bicket ? "

